494                   KINGS'   MASQUE

The old fool let go. He was parted from Silversparre now,
but he struggled to the shelter of the waiting gunners. He ran
between their lines, with the hunters halloing in his wake.
He slipped out beyond them, dashed on until the House of
Peers loomed above him, and he was among the waiting
Regiment of Guards. Someone caught him by the elbow,
dragged him through the midst of them into momentary safety.
A minute later, he found himself hustled into the guard-room
of the Parliament, heard the heavy door clang to behind him
and its key turn in the lock. He looked round at the barred
windows, the solid whitewashed walls. He was wounded, but
not mortally. There was a great jug of water on the table,
standing amid fragments of bread and broken clay pipes. He
tottered towards it, leant forward in exhaustion, and drank
and drank and drank.

THEY HAD BEACHED BLASIEHOLM. They were
swarming round the Palace of the past, the treasure-house of
Tradition and Elegance and Extravagance, .the home of all
they most loathed or envied. They came tumbling over the
garden-wall, howling along the terrace where a little girl had
once played with her grey-eyed brother. They shattered the
windows, burst into the stately rooms. So had French mobs
burst into the Tuileries, French peasants tumbled into the,
gardens of their landlords' chateaux, Stockholm was having
her one-day Revolution, her mean and brutal parody of what
had been brutal but heroic. Here were no Switzers to die for
their master, no aristocrats even, with their deadly needle-like
swords. It was a woman they hunted, an old woman, protected
at best by servants whom they hoped to seduce from duty.
"Join us," they shouted, "and you'll soon have servants of
your own!" But they sought in vain for the mistress, the
wanton, as they called her, who had poisoned her lover and
flaunted his .wealth in their faces. .Only a fresh heap of gravel
on the terrace (had they stopped to notice it) might have told
them where she had buried his letters, her own manifold
correspondence with the wealthy, the refined, the upholders
of Tradition. The hunters raged murderously through the